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" He says nothing can be done," the interpreter trans-
lated, or something to that effect : I could understand
enough Turkish to know that he did not attempt to
reproduce rny words.

" Then of what does he complain ?" asked the
Commandant.

" I say that beasts in my country are better cared for
than prisoners in yours. Our soldiers are dying of hunger
and cold."

" He says the men are dying of cold,33 said the inter-
preter, shivering at his temerity.

** The weather is not my fault," grumbled the Com-
mandant, " but perhaps it will be better to-morrow. Yes,
varin."

Argument was waste of time, but I believe that the
small sum of money I was able to leave with the German
Consul achieved its purpose in compelling him to open
his eyes to the condition of our prisoners.

Shortly after this interview we seven officers were
moved from Mosul, where our presence was becoming
irksome. Some of our men followed us across the desert a
week later. Alas, we were not allowed to accompany
them : had we done so we might have been able to
alleviate their sufferings a little, but the custom of war is
to keep soldier prisoners apart from their officers, and
the Turks had good reason not to let us see the trail of
death that led towards their western cities.

Ibrahim Ghani Bey came to see us off. He stood stockily,
his legs astraddle, scowling at us as we drove away in
four carriages (two for ourselves and two for our escort
and vented his venom in his usual way. But the taste of
us was not to be dispelled in his saliva, I heard afterwards
that when my letters reached Constantinople he was